With him the murth'rer dies, whom envy sent
To kill, not 'scape, (for only he that meant
To die did ever kill a man of better room)
And thus he made his foe his prey and tomb:
Who cares not to turn back may any whither come,

Next hous'd this Soul a wolfe's yet unborn whelp.

Till the best midwife. Nature, gave it help

To issue: it could kill as soon as go.

Abel, as white and mild as his sheep were,

(Who, in that trade of church and kingdoms there

Was the first type) was still infested so

With this wolf, that it bred his loss and woe;

And yet his bitch, his centinel, attends

The flock so near, so well warms and defends,

That the wolf (hopeless else) to corrupt her intends.

He took a course, which since successfully

Great men have often taken, to espy

The counsels, or to break the pldts, of foes;

To Abel's tent he stealeth in the dark,

On whose skirts the bitch slept: ere she could bark,

Attached her with strait gripesyet he call'd those

Embracements of love; to love's work l*e goes.